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The necessity of that species of superstitious
conscientiousness with which I am almost me-
chanically impressed, whenever I take up the pen,
has been demonstrated to my own mind too often
for it ever to forsake me.

Yet whither am I travelling in this painful
road ? If I may depend on the few reports which
your friendship has deigned to make me of the
sensation which my despatches have produced,
when corrected, arranged and embellished by you
(for how is it possible for me to correct that which
I write at the moment, by snatches, with lightning-
like rapidity, and without having time to read?), they
have given satisfaction. If I judge by the reiterated
symptoms of the extreme inattention which long
silence supposes, on questions the most important,
on requests the most instantaneous, and some-
times of absolute forgetfulness of the greatest part
of these things, I should be induced to believe
that my letters are read, at the most, with as
much interest as a packet would be, the materials
of which are tolerably clear and orderly, and that
the reading produces not the least ultimate effect*
Should this be so, is it worth the trouble (I putated lies ?licia,   &c.,
